GtLicken Diplomacy 



Back in 1953 our fancy little chickens were part of our country’s 
foreign affairs. It all began in a beuaty shop, and boy did we almost get 
in trouble'. 

Not the foreign affairs- they were already in trouble, all over the 

world. Stick a pin in the wap of the world and some -%erican solider would holler 
"Ouchl” It’ll still happen. The trouble I’m talking about is the mess my wife 
and I were about to jdXHpxistH be dropped into. 

Back in those days - they seem way back until I read the papers and 

see that we still hawe the same foreign policy with a different name - there was 

a very fine beauty shop on Connecticut Avenue near Dupont Circle. Every Wednesday 

morning I’d deliver about four birds and four to six dozen dggs there. Rebe, the 

owner, was a master of both the tonsorial and culinary arts. 

Her shop was pretty long, and the refrigerator was all the way at the 

far end. Two times I’d have to go all the way through it, once with an armful of 

very 

birds and once with the eggs. Meanwhile, the bluest women in the Blue Book ysxx 

were 

the creme de la creme of Washington society, was being mudpacked, marcelled, 
trimraed, rinsed and whatever else they do to them in sucki establishments in 

booths and cubicles along the wall. Nat'orally, I never paid any attention to who 
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was there or what they were doing. Anyway, who could ever recognize even a famous 

woman the way they at least then worked on them. 

One particililar Wednesday morning, Rene was a little excited. 

"Soon you will hear from Mrs. Doolel" She exclaimed, the look on her 
face telling me I should regard this as a benediction next to one. Rene still had 
a charming and melifulous French accent that normally was abut a slight impediment to 
communication, but when Exeitasd she was excited it shifted into high E^nd the 
gears grated a little. 

"Mrs. Doolsi" I asked, knowing of neither a famous nor an infamous 
nor even a regular, runs-of-the-mill woman by that name. 

"Tes, Mrs. Dools. She is going to Eggwip^ed With her hoosban endnshe 

calls when she returns." 

"-'ine, fine, "^hank you very much, Rehe. -S^lways glad to get a new customer", 
i told her. Then, when nobody called, I forgot about it. 

is. month later at 11 o’clock on a Tuesday morning, when w® were deep 
in the viscera of the birds we were preparing for the coming day’s deliveries, the 
phone rang. 

"T]jis is Miss Thomas. I’m Mrs. Dulles' secretary", the charming voice 



said. Then she explained that "^rs. Dulles wanted to befome our customer and we 
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discussed what we had. 

Then it Rene’s report came back to me, and I recalled that the 
Secr’etary of State had gone to Egypt. Remember the Asswan Dami Well, this was either 



the time he gave it to the ^yptians or the time he took it back. He had then gone 
arolnd the world, and, I suppose, v?hen we look at the raaps of Af- ica, the near 
east and Asia and see where the pins are sticking we know where he went. 

Thereafter, just about every Tuesday at just about 11 o'clockmin the 
morning, the phone rang and Miss Thomas, who was Mr. Dulles’ cousin but Mrs. 
Dulles’ secretary, gave us their order. 

it was all quite flattering. %erever J^r. i*u5.is found a brink on 
which to teeter the world, he found a phone and remembered I had to know by 
11 o’clock on Tuesdayijj and he told Miss homes -«daen he’d be back and what he’d 
want. Of course, it wasn’t that way at all. XXMMS They could tell us what they 
wanted until about 11 o’clock, later if they’d accept frozen birds. But it was 
just like foreign policy, once the wrong idea gets fixed, it stays fixed. We 
could plot the callings and feoings of the Secretary of Stat6 and anticipate the 
rising and falling, of international bloodpressure by Miss ■^homas’s phone calls. 

The Dulles' had s beautiful and ver|i solid and substantial stone house 



appropriately enough on one of the steepest hills in any of the swankiest 
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sections of Washington. It was on the snakiest part of '^hirtu-second street, 
below Woodland Drive and above Eulton, which is really in the park north of 
Masse chussetts Avenue. If he had been able to throw a stone like Washington 
could a silver dollar, all Mr. Dulles would have had to do was point himself 
south and heave, emd he’d have hit some ambassador. Massuchetts Avenue there is 
known as -Embassy Row. 

But the hill is so steep it seemed as though the IHaiies home, too, was 

front 

on the brink. I always parked my truck not only with the/wheels angled sharply 
toward the curb, but also against a utility pole, which was almefet outside the 
kitchen entrance. 

Bertha and, I believe, Albert, were a Scandanavian couple who cooked 
and buttled for the Dulles’, who had apuarently picked them up somewhere in their 
travels, is not to suggest that they claimed- jumped on foreign royalty, as 

the Kennedy’s were later charged with doing to get a Erench chef (whoeh was 
before the day the French voluntarily exiled themselves from the White House 
kitchen). But it is to suggest that such a competent and dedicated couple 
were not as easy to pick up as, say, a newly-emerging country. You can’t swing 
a deal with a duke by foreign aid* 
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Bertha and Albert were, if not in awe, strongly attached to and 

respectful of both Dulleses, and from what I saw of Mrs. Dulles, at least, 

wa s 

they should have been. She is the epitome of wifely devotion, presiding over the 
homes, and especially the kitchen, with an undeviating and all-pervading 
dedication to her husbands needs and wants. Were she to be sway, everything he 
was to eat was specified for each meal. Wo chef was ever more exacting in the 
delineation of his menu. ?;ith Mr. Dulles, this was essential, not only because of 
his position, but because of his gout, and, a^uite properly, Mrs. Dulles never 
entrusted his gout into any one else’ s keeping, not even the loyal ^ertha’s. 

Part, at least, of their attaciment to our birds czme from his metabolic distur- 
bance, for he could eat and enjoy them with no ill effects. 

outside 

Anyway, in the corner of the kitchen opposite the/entrance to the 
jitchen, the menus and other instructions hung on the wall, right by the left- 
hand side of the door that led into the rest ofnt e house. The large living room 
was through this entry, on the left. It was, as might be expected from the 
international relations of the era, sorjj of a dark room in which all the upholstery 

was silk and sifcffz and the furniture stiff and prim. There was a sideboard in it 
where a supply of liquor was kept. Mr. Dulles’ preference was Old Dyerholt, so. 




6 



naturally, when no one was home, it was mine, even thoug in actuality it is not. 

^y the time I got there I was and probably showed I was tired, and the thoughtful- 
ness of the staff in offering a pickup was a kindness. But it was complicated by 

my knowledge that my nest stop, the ^'“ew Zealand embassy, was presided over by the 
very kindly Lady IQios-Munro, who abominated such masculine scents as pipe smoke, 
os I never got the full enjoyment of the snort. In fact, I stopped enjoying my pipe 
as soon as I got to the Hilleses, for i parked it wtii when I aprked the truck, not 
pickingnit up again until after i te f t the little bit of New Zealand on Observatory 

Circle. 

One Tuesday Miss '^homas asked for enly two birds. I was kind of 

surprised, because it was the smallest order I ever got. 

" They are just a little larger than Mrs. Bulles usually gets," I told 

her. 

"How much lergerV" she asked. 

"Oh, about a quarter of a pound." 

"That will be fine." 

The nssxt day I asked Albert how come only two birds. Were they having 
just a single couple for dinnerv 
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"Couple?" Albert asked, repeating himself and laughing, "CoupleVS 
No, Ivirs. Dulles i&nt’t even in town." 

^®H>5^-sybe one will eb enough.'" I suggested/ It is not mere pride in 
our product that impels me to inform the reader that the yield on our chickens 
was much greater, f^ost of our customers reported they went twice as far, and that 
they tasted a little richer and hence smaller portions '.’ere adequate. Nrom the 
size Mrs. Dulles preferred - the only size she got - most of our families got 
four servings. Not i>n our family, or in homes2 where the man was s laborer, but 

win re people engaged in sedentary occupations, four servings for each bird of that 
size was comiaon. 

"One?" Albert asked in utter disbelief, looking almost as though he 
were going into an acute state of shock. "One? Never. He's having Stassen over, 
and they §oth eat like horses. 

Harold 'Stassen was then foreign-aid administrator and a large man, 
but I still couldn t believe either he or the Secretary would put away and entire 

one of those birdsj, and I so told Albert, for we avoided over-selling our customers 
as Mr. Dulles avoided "power vacuums”. 

Albert’s ample midsection rippled delicately, as befits a butler, when 
he laughed. D-e looked like the friendly brew meister in beer add when his face 
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lit up and spread out wittL a wholesome smile. He kept chuckling as he explained 
their need for both birds, even a little larger than usual. 

"I’l tell you, " he said. ”Mr. Dulles was down in Caracas, li'flienever he 
gets to a place like that, he always promises things, all sorts of things, to keep 
those people in line. Only Stassen wasn’t with him. So now he's got to talk Stassen 
into making good on his promises, Sq, he not only wants the dinner to be good, 
which it always is (here Bertha glowed, but I’m sure it was no idle boast or 
siijple courtly gesture), but he wants Stassen to enjoy himself, to be in a good 
mood, and to make a nice show. So, we’re going to put a whole bird in front of 
each of them tonight." 

I guess it worked, for there were no unusual eruptions from Latin 
-4merica, no new revolutions, charges of Yankee imperialism, duplicity or bad 
faith from south of the border. jn no 

couhtry that I can now recall did the military throw out the elected government, or 
the vice president evict the president. 

Shortly thereafter, the order was for thirteen birds, the only time 
this number was ever requested. I didn’t even get a chance to ask why when I 



delivered them. 
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”I hope they're good this week," Bertha told me. 

"Aren't they always?" I demanded. We never had a complaint, from the 

I^ulleses or anyone else, about the quality. 

"Yes, sure," Bertha replied, star "always good, very good. But I got pleity 

worries today, so I guess I just say that. Mrs. Dulles is having twelve ladies in 

honor of i'irs. Eisenhower, so I guess I'm just nervous." 

Having learhed on Stassen, I withheld comment on the grand design of the 

gustatory assault on the ladles, but how each one of them coukd possibly pack away 
two pounds of more of chicken alone at that luncheon baffled me until the follow- 
ing Wednesday. 

^Bertha's great joy stayed with her the entire week. It glorified and 
radiated from her face when she ezclaimed, "Wonderful’. Everything was wonder:^!? 



And Mrs. Eisenhower came into the kitchen herself, she did. 



Naturally, I was pleased, too 



how 



"Yes, she came into the kitchen and told me much much she enjoyed tie 
meal, and asked me where I got such wonderful chickens’ I was worried, too. Did 
I tell youi Mrs. Dulles ordered the breasts in aspic, and I like them better 
eimost any other way. But Mrs. Eisenhower, she liked it very much. 
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■^ursdsiys I generally drove to the feed mill and loaded up for the 
coming week. Wednesday usually pooped me, so I was just sitting in then office, 
resting until the'c truck was loaded. 

"^Tiat’s newv” Harold Staley, the manager, asked me, not really 
expecting that anything was new or worthy of comment, but as a formality, or 
a prelude to chatter about everyday things. 

"liamie Eisenhower ate same of my birds 3® last week and raved about them," 

1 bragged." 

"Ko kiiidin’V Y’oughta get soke to Ike," ■“■arold replied. 

That’s when the trouble started. 'Thursdays, usually tired and dimwitted 
from the length and pressure of the preecing day of deliveries, I often thought 

I should saty in bed, or that the day should be stricken from my calendar. Uf ell 
Thursdays, this one, should not have happened. But while we were sitting there 
gabbling, Harold recalled hearing on thebradio that morning that Ike was going to 
Camp David for the weekend. Someday I should ask him if he was ne dling me into 
something of just making conversation. 

""/hen I was driving home last night," I told Harold, truthfully, " I 
got to thinking how much *he captive of his office the ^Yesident is. The rest of us 



can come and go as we please, but not the -resident. His life is IQof, public 
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He can't take a step without an army of Secret Service agents. When he sneezes 
the entire press corps has to he told. He's really the least free man in the 
country. His wife can slip out to a luncheon with freends whenever she wants 
to, but he can't." 

Then the devil intruded himself into out gossipping. 

"Gamp David, you say;" I sskedV 
"Yeh, heard it driving to work." 

"Wonder if I could get some chickens to him there';" 

"There’s the phone." 

Harold later told me he never dreamed I'd do it. He was just making 
conversation, pulling a gag. But I took him seriously and didn’t think about the 

right things. I dialed thenoperator and aslssd her to get me Camp David. I'bSts only 

a dozen miles or so from Frederick. 

"Do you know the number';" she asked. 

"No, ma'am." 

"I'l give you inforrna-shun." 

"Information" had none. "There is no phone listed for Gamp David", she 
told me. Gould it be listed any other way';" 

"I dumo. May U.S. Government or soemthing like that." 
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”I*m sor-ree, sir; we h8Te no such listing". 

Oh, if I’d only had the sense to drop it there. But without thinking 
of all the things I had to do each more important that argueing with a telephone 
operator and any more productiTe than giving our production swaj. 

’%adya mean, no phone"-” I demanded, '"’resident of 'he United States 
iihere and no phones Can’t be, f/here’se you checkedV" 

She had, it turned out checked everything under Frederick, Thurmont, 
where Camp David is, and I don’t remember what else. 

Grumbling about the inccrapetsnce of the telephone company - imagine, 
tryin;^ to tell me ^he President didn’t have a phone - I hung up. But it was a mistake 
to close 7/ith a challenge to that girl or her employer, 

"b'hatdya think of that’" I asked Harold. phone at Camp David’ Do 
you believe itV" 

"Doesn’t seem likely," be agreed, adding, "Maybe it’s unlisted?" 

"Sure. Th.at s it. Oh, well, back to work. See you nest vv>eek.” And ?dth 

that I went out to consult with ^bick Hapnison to see how the mising was coming 
a long . 

"iiflimost ready," he said. Ten minutes later we were loading the truck. 




from 

While we were in the midst of it, I was called to the office. "Telephone”, 
It was, the man said, the Secret Service. And what the hell was I doing 

tryin- to call Gamp DavidV ?»hat business did 1 have, what was the idea, where were 

%o was ^%ere did ^ live‘s ’'^hat did ^ do‘* 
my bombsi/He was a pretty good questioner, and he had lots of questions, but the 

more he asled them the angrier I got.'P.'hen I ha-d answered them all and he stopped for 

breath t 

» ^ blueted out, "Look, all i wanted to do was give the President 

some chickens." 

"Chickens V" I suppose he did have reason to be skeptical. His voice 
didn’t mask his disbelief. "1?hy chickens? He’s got plenty of chickens. They call 
up and get whateveir they want." 

"No mine I" I declared. "Mine are the best, add he can’t get theij except 

from me.” 

My unknown interrogator was from the chicken-is-a-chicken school, as 

his 

he soon gave me to understand, and the rising incredulity was reflected in his 
voice and questions. Maybe the Secret Service is supposed to be like that, but 
now I was insulted. How did he know my chickens weren’t better than anybody else’s 
unless he tasted them. 

*^n retrospect, this must have been the most incredible thing that ever 



happened to the Secret Service until Dallas 1963. ’.fhat kind of a nut would want to 
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giTe the fresident chickens, and dead chickens at that, not live ones he couid 
turn loose on ±h his farm. 



busy 

% this, time I began to wonder if he was just keeping me engaged on the 
phone until hal^ of the- army, fortified by the Frederick police and the sheriff's 
deputies could swoop down on me, I broke it off quick. 

"Look," is said in my final explanation. Last week ^amie went to ivirs, 
Allies' where she ate some of my chickens. She liked them so much she went down 
and asked the cook where she got them, '^'‘ow, much as 1 like Mamie, I think the 
President is the biggest wheel in the eo\intry, and I think he ought to be the 
eaual of his wife, ^'^ow, she can gad about like that and he can’t, ^o, because she 
liked them and he can’t get them, 1 just wanted to offer him some for this weekend. 
I'm soory it’s turned into such a big deal. I’m not going to try ahd poison him. 

I just think he might enjoy them, and maybe he’ll get a laugh out of a farmer 

thinking he doesn’t have as much freedom as his wife. I’m sorry about the whole 
thing. Goodbye I” 

And I hung up. Harold was laughing, but i^ine was half-hearted. I really 
began to wonder if I was going to be picked up as some kind of potential assassin. 
If so, I’d better get the feed home so the chickens would have something to eat. 
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About an hour and a half later the feed was stored in the various 



buildings, each of the special kinds for each of the ages and varieties of chickens, 
and I was in the house washing the fine golden dust that settles on everything 



when the mash is poured from the sack when the phone rang. 

"Tj^is is Lieutenant ^illespie at the IVhite House. Hear you tried to 



call Camp Davidv” the voice on the ether end said, very businesslike. 



My blood pressure, which is something separate and distinct from the 



necessities of the Secret Service, to which I had not given sufficient thought, 
began to zoom, but he cut me off with a pleasant laugh before 1 got wajcmed up, 

"I know," he said. "Its legitimate. We’ve cheeked up and you and your 



chickens, Lou called from your feed. mill, where they assure us you mean only whet 



you said, -^nd Mrs. Eisenhower is delighted, 'ffhat i called for is this: We have a 



crew leaving here shortly for Gamp David. Will it be okay if they stop off and pick 
yp whatever you want to give the President?" 

Our fam, as we later came to regret mort than anything that ever 



happened to us, is about half way between the White House and Camp David, in 



almost a straight lihe. I started to tell him where it was, but he knew. 



^bout an hour later a Navy carryall pulled in. It was loaded with 






”1 •? 



-P 
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Philiopino mess crew. One, who we again met later, wasn’t. is how we learned 

that the retreat of the President, a former Army chief and far from the oceans, was 
run by the Havy. But that's the way the government is. Or maybe this is part of 
the counterintelligence system. 

Anyway, they ooued and ashed over the birds in the freezer and clucked 
so over the size of the eggs that ^ loaded them up with all they'd accept of both 
and then, happy at the pleasant conclusion to what had held every promise of 
a foolhardy impulse that might have jaield me, started to heap on sane of bn’s 
esquisite and original jellies and jams, all imioue and entirelt of her own 
creation. She has a rare gift of as± diving which exotic fruit will blend with 
what local berry, and we had jellies Ike and Mamie had never tasted anywhere, 
os it seemed like s nice thing, especially from the euphoria in which I then was, 
to send these, too. S’inally, the men called a halt to it. Thanking and thanking, 

they left. 

Mamie is one of the most gracious and thoughtful women who ever graced 
the executive mansion, anuarently never too busy for kind gestures. had a le'-ter 
from her before the birds had a chance to thaw. It was typed on a srciptwriter, of 
wheich we had never even heard, and out amazement and pleasure at hearing from her 

was compounded by our bewilderment at her having a secretart whose penmanship 
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was so uttelry perfect. 

"It was most kind of you," she began, and then shentold us everything 
"looks delieiousn indeed and we are lookii^ forward to a mouth-wat-ring meall 
Many, many thanks for your generous and -.friendly us^" 

She must have dictated the letter immediately, because it was dated 
two days before the. postmarfci We have it, framed ant: o well, as much in tribute 

to the ordinary, every-day courtesy of a- grecidus first-lady, . whd:^w^^ busy 

to write to a farmer as in pride. 

it was, we thought, a happey ending-. But.it didn t end there, 

Q-g to lil and the Secret Service that Saturday after, beginning 



"T] 3 ^is was in early August 1954 




